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As to God 



AS TO GOD 

Well, God does nothing all day long 

But he sits and sits in his chair. 
His face is as silver and big as the moon, 

And he wears all the stars in his hair. 
He's very large and happy and he's very, very old; 
And half his hair is purple and the other half is gold. 

He wears no crown, but a big tall hat 

With feathers three miles high; 
And they have a hundred colors that are far more bright 

Than all the other colors in the sky. 
And they're tied to his hat with a kind of velvet rag — 
And right in the middle of them all he wears a great, big, 
American flag. 

AS TO TRUTHS 

They always said the moon was far away, 

A hundred miles or more up on the skies; 
They said he never could come down to play ; 
They said a lot of things that sounded wise : 

But they were lies. 
So when they said the moon is dead 
I did not even shake my head; 
I only laughed because I know 
It isn't so. 

Only the other night 

I watched and saw how light 

He leaped down from the skies. 

And then, with crinkling eyes, 

That seemed to say, "I'm coming," 

He danced and started humming 

So gaily and so brightly 

That Wendy, who sleeps lightly, 

(She's our canary) woke 

And scolded when she spoke. 

But on he came — so near 

That he could almost peer 
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